The Bestiary

tinents, each with their own gods, their own mythology and
poetry. Now, before men are awake, would be the time to think
of this, of the oaten pipes, the wheatsheafs, and the pearled barley.
And, besides, the birds have started singing. It is the Aubade, or
early morning. But, already, it has begun to waste. The sun comes
up into a stormy sky. Today is spoiled right from the start. It is
as light, now, as it will ever be. An endless, hourless wetness
down the hedges and across the fields. A sighing wind and a
soaking seeping rain.

Ah! this is not as we would have had it be. It is only for today,
and it may change tomorrow. Or it may last a few days, and will
spoil the harvest. Yet, an evil dawn means something. There were
clear portents in the air. For this was horrible and evil, the hour
after an earthquake or a great disaster. Or is the storm yet to
come? The sky is still shuddering with lightning, and the dark
clouds may stay for days or years. The past is as the world was,
and as it might have been. The future is uncertain except in misery
for many, where there could be enough for all. Religion and the
future life are bankrupt everywhere. But the cloud of ignorance
will come again. It is the hour of the renegade and the Wandering
Jew. The roads are choked with persons fleeing. No longer are
dissent or passive disagreement possible. They end but in prison,
or in standing at the fatal wall. Even the tramp and Gypsy have
passports and signed papers. Every house is numbered and there
are no children who do not go to school. All lights are shaded; the*
artificial sun is blackened out. The pattern of ugliness is stamped
on everything. There is no leniency, nor commutation. The bur-
den falls on all alike and grinds into poverty and subservience.

There have been many gods, and many ways to worship them.
The red anchorite was a philosopher and an ascetic, brother to
Doctor Faustus and ready, like him, to sign his hand upon the
parchment. It was the dividing of the sheep from the goats upon
which he meditated in the picture. But the segregation is accom-
plished and akeady done. All men, at this moment, are divided
into sheep and goats. The herds are within the pens. There are
armed men outside the hurdles, and none can escape their fate.
Soon the slaughtermen will come round and choose their victims.
In the mind of the red hermit there were the innocent and guilty;
and he may have inclined to the goats, who have more liberty and
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